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"With bowmen who shot their arrows fast Upon us as we thundered past; And long ere our course was half way run Our saddles emptied one by one. Till at length, when we reached the palace wall, The chief and I, we rode alone Under the archway's ringing stone, And by the gi-ace of a kindly fate Unwounded we spurred through the heavy gate-Meanwhile as our men lay sunk in sleep, The foe had crept up the rampart steep. And entry found in a hundred ways, Through the secret tunnels beneath the ground And winding passages which surround The palace in a bewildering maze* With a &uddon shout, " Your king is dead. We have lopped the Persian devil's head!" They rushed on our troops bemused with wine, And or ever the men could form in lino, They were butchered by scores as prone they lay Or weaponless stood at angry bay,
The gate was open, the guard was slain, Behind us the mob was racing amain* We entered abreast, and brushing aside The few who stood up to our steeds in their stride, We galloped swift to the courtyard wide, A moment our headlong course we stayed, While the King's quick eye, like a flickering blade, Flashed round with the warrior's practised sight